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Ceni Myles:  

Good morning everyone. Thanks for getting up and getting out of here, to listen to MariJo Moore speak this morning.  Again, my name is Ceni Myles, and I'm with the Museum of the American Indian and really happy to be here at the 2004 National Book Festival.  

Well, working for the museum and also being a Native [American] person, Navajo and Mohican, it really is this great honor to have MariJo Moore here as a guest at this year's festival.  MariJo Moore is Cherokee, Irish and Dutch ancestry and right now lives in North Carolina.  

And just to say a few things about her, just the significance of MariJo's participation this year, that she is the only Native author here participating in this year's book festival.  And it will be very intriguing and very exciting to hear her perspective, Native voice, first voice for Native women, but particularly from communities here in the Southeast which don't get a whole lot of recognition and air play.  And so, like I said, it's going to be really just critical to hear this voice, her voice, from the Southeast Native communities.  

And this morning, she's going to be reading from her book “The Diamond Doorknob,” which was published last October in 2003.  And again, she can -- I'm not going to give too much of it away if you haven't read it already.  But again, I just want to give a warm welcome for MariJo Moore.  And she can come on up here and kind of share some of her writings with all of us.  Thank you.
[applause]

MariJo Moore:  

Thank you.  Good morning.  I want to say thank you for being here.  I want to say thank you to the Library of Congress.  I'm very -- and also to Ceni and Jennifer for helping me find my way around.  I'm from North Carolina in the mountains, so I'm used to zigzagging up mountains, not going straight and finding my path so...

I'm going to just kind of introduce to you what I do and why I write.  Today, after five centuries of Eurocentrism, most people have no idea which American Indian tribes still exist and which have been totally obliterated, nor are they sure what traditions belong to what tribes.  Over the years, the public has been inundated with various presentations of Indian stereotyping, thanks to movies and literature depicting indigenous people as spiritual gurus, pagan savages, Indian princesses or pitiful burdens of society, and all this with a mishmash of tribal cultures and traditions.

Fortunately, over the past decade, there's been a rising interest in the accurate depiction of Native cultures and histories.  More and more people, Indian and non, have become interested and respectful of the truths that somehow evaded history books.  Many are taking notice there's much to be gained from the various modern-day American Indian poets, musicians, painters, sculptures and other creative artists who base their works on Indian mythology and tribal history as well as present-day struggles and accomplishments.

For over 15 years, I have lived as a writer, workshop presenter and lecturer, with my main focus making the public aware that Southeastern American Indians are not people of the past, to bring thinking into the 21st century, so to speak.  American Indians are still here.  And with a determination to survive obviously living in our blood, we will no doubt remain for some time.  

Please note that while I am Cherokee, I do not pretend to speak for the Cherokee nation or for all American Indians.  There are thousands of different people from many, many Indian nations, each with distinct ideas and beliefs.  I speak only from my own experiences.  Like many modern-day American Indian writers, I speak because there is a need to do so, write because I must, and remain determined in my efforts because those who have gone before had the fortitude to adapt, but not totally concede and had the strength to go forward regardless of the odds placed against them.

I have written, I think, nine books to date and edited several anthologies of American Indian writings.  But the book that I am sharing with you today is a book that took 20 years to write.  It's a novel.  It's called “The Diamond Doorknob. “The title comes from my Cherokee granddaddy who lived in a little tiny tarpaper shack.  He was, he was full-blood Cherokee.  His wife was Irish.  And they fought all the time.  But they actually got along occasionally because they had seven children together.  
[laughter]
And they eventually separated, but they never divorced.  And he had a love of alcohol.  He made his own potato beer and sold it.  And the way that I think they would, they would make amends, especially in August when the new corn came in, is he would pick corn and go lay it on her porch.  And she would make him sit, sit outside under the tree because he'd been drinking.  And she would make him cornbread.  And he would sit out there and sing Cherokee songs while she made the cornbread.  So I, I really believe that they loved each other, but there was such a difference in cultures and such a problem of being Indian back in the time when he was alive that she, she received a lot of ridicule for being married to him.

But what I have done with this novel, it starts in the ’20s, in Tennessee, in west Tennessee, and ends in 1949, which is even before I was born.  And when I first began writing this novel, there was no such recourse as Internet research.  So I had to depend on my intuition, experiences and stories I had heard from others.  And this novel was hard to write for many reasons, not only the discipline involved, but also the subject matter covered incest, alcoholism, abuse, suicide, poverty and overcoming racism.  

Why write a book like this?  Because it needed to be written.  The setting is in the South.  And I felt compelled to write about this time.  And I believe now, after, after the fact of finishing the book, that so many people my age and younger don't realize that our parents and grandparents and great-grandparents had to deal with a lot of the same things that we do today, but there was no help.  There were no 12-step programs.  There were no -- well, nobody in the South could afford a psychiatrist, that's for sure.  So a lot of things just got pushed aside.  And they come up in our lives today because of what wasn't dealt with.  I believe in spiritual DNA.  I believe that if diseases can be passed through the blood, that definitely memories can be and sorrows and successes.

When I consider the fact that -- and I didn't consider this until I started working on this novel -- that my mother was a young girl before she became my mother.  I look at her choices differently.  Why did it take 20 years to complete this novel?  I had to grow emotionally, spiritually and learn what forgiveness is all about so that my characters could do the same, because I write what I know.  I share what has worked for me and what hasn't.  And although the novel is a bit autobiographical, I found it much easier to have fictional characters endure the hardships, revelations and successes than writing them in first person, perhaps a way to soften the memories.

Now, when I was growing up in the '50s, it wasn't cool to be Indian or to have Indian heritage like it is today.  There was no “Dances With Wolves.”  There was no people wanting to do sweats and become medicine people overnight.  

In the little area where I grew up, which was in western Tennessee, was just an example of a small pocket of Indian people because not everyone ended up in Oklahoma during the Trail of Tears.  A lot of people, like my ancestors, when they left North Carolina, dropped out along the Trail of Tears or came back.  And so there are a lot of pockets of Indians who live in the South that do not live on the reservation, who are not enrolled but still have claim to the cultural history, which is how my family came about.

The book has some of the most wonderful characters you'll ever love and hate.  I love all my characters.  And I jokingly say that I left one of them sitting on a bus to Nashville for five years because I didn't know exactly what was supposed to happen with him.  And then I dreamed that part of the book, and it all came together.

I have Cloud, who is part Cherokee, part German.  She never knew her daddy.  Her mother, Willow Dawn, who calls herself Willie D. because she didn't want to be Indian.  Cloud's grandfather, Smoker, who has passed his spirit, who comes to Cloud in dreams.  Cloud is blessed with a really, really strong gift of intuition.  She can hear.  She can see into the other realm.  But it doesn't always make life easy for her.  And her stepfather, who just really hated the fact that she was Indian -- I say in here that he was too proud to marry a black person, and white women wouldn't have anything to do with him so he chose an Indian woman.  And Willie D., Cloud's mother, married this man to get away from her Indian heritage because she was so tired of being put down.

And what happens is that Cloud's stepfather uses Cloud to pay a gambling debt and gives her to an older man, Edgar O'Riley O'Shea.  And I'm going to start and read to you just the first time that Edgar sees Cloud.  And this chapter is called "Double Lucky."

“Edgar O'Riley O'Shea had lived in Crocket County all of his life.  Not once had he considered he might do better living somewhere else.  He came from an extensive Irish lineage of redheaded people who moved to the America – moved to America in the 1700s.  

“The family first settled in western Pennsylvania and prospered well until Congress levied a tax on the manufacturing of whiskey.  After the Whiskey Rebellion in 1794, the O'Sheas moved to the mountains of western North Carolina to be near their cousins, the McMahans.  Settling into the dense forested country was not a joyous task.  But hiding stills in the mountains was extremely easy.  And many North Carolinians had a taste for white lightning liquor.

“The O'Sheas were not an easy bunch to get along with.  Constant bickering with their cousins as well as other mountain folks caused no end of pain, conflict, threats of punishment and occasional killings.  Their way of life became a generational pastime.

“In 1874, when Barley O'Shea, who was later to be hanged for killing his cousin, Marvin McMahan, over a card came, heard of rich farmland in western Tennessee, he escaped there with his winnings and settled on a bluff on the Fort Deer River.  Barley wrote to his family telling them to get to the area quickly and share the riches of soil and timber.  And there was an open market for selling their homemade whiskey.

“Keeping their stills in North Carolina and bootlegging the moonshine to their new Tennessee home, the family soon amassed a small fortune.  With this fortune, they bought a large tract of farmland in Crocket County.  The O'Sheas, a tough fighting lot, were strong in their beliefs and adamant about working their land.  So when Barley O'Shea met Fiona O'Riley, a fiery Irish girl -- a fiery Irish girl of 16 who had recently moved from Kate's Cove, Kentucky, he immediately snatched her to become his bride.  He wanted an Irish woman to breed seven or eight strong sons to work his land.  But nature had other ideas.

“Edgar, their eighth child and only son, grew to be short in stature, uneducated and full of stubborn pride.  A sensitive, superstitious woman, Fiona always told Edgar he was to be lucky in life due to the fact he'd been born on the seventh day of the seventh month in 1907.  His seven sisters adored him, and he never wanted for anything in the way of female attention.

“Edgar also possessed the peculiar O'Riley laugh.  This laugh had been in his mother's family for generations and was supposedly awakened in the lucky ones at birth by the leprechauns.  The last family member to have this laugh was Edgar's great-grandmother Annie Pearl back in County Wicklow, Ireland.

“The laugh had lain dormant until Edgar displayed it at the age of one year.  It was a strange laugh, almost a high-pitched shriek, which was irritating to dogs and scary to his sisters until they became used to it.  Although somewhat melodious, it could only be compared to the cry of a Pileated Woodpecker.”
And I don't know if any of you have ever heard that cry.  It sounds almost like a jungle bird.  I hear it every morning when I shoo the woodpeckers away from my cabin where they're pecking on the wood.

“Edgar was the first male ever to have this laugh.  And according to his mother, this meant he was double lucky.  She said the leprechauns favored him tremendously.  Edgar attributed his winning hands at poker to be fulfilling of his mother's prophesying.  Like most of the young men in Crocket County, Edgar grew up to be just like his mother had said.

“Around five or six o’clock in the morning, Edgar began to feel the first strains of tiredness coming on.  During these all-night poker games, his usual custom was to take a swig of whiskey and light up another stogie.  His poker buddies were used to Edgar's strange ways and never paid much attention when he rubbed his rabbit's foot back and forth across his brow.

“These men were all misfits, classified by the armed forces as 4-F, unfit to serve their country in World War II due to various physiological reasons: hypertension, one testicle, flat--flat feet, bad heart or bad lungs.  During the war, they met every week at one of their homes and gambled all night long.  

“This particular morning, they were at the home of William Claude Hatchet, a new member who joined their group just a few weeks earlier.  Edgar didn't much like the looks of Hatchet.  He was a tall, skinny man who was always bent over the table as if he were hiding his poker hand.  His clothes were dirty.  His orange-tinted eyes looked as though he'd never trusted a sole in his life.  His mouth was twisted into a thin line of hate and anger.  He didn't talk much other than to condemn everything and everybody.  Hatchet reminded Edgar of the preacher who stood on the court square in Alamo every Saturday afternoon beating his bible and shouting about hell and damnation.

“Regardless of his seedy looks, Edgar had to admit that Hatchet was a damn good poker player.  Because of this, he took the ugly looks in stride and often muttered to himself that Hatchet must be level headed because snuff juice ran equally out of both sides of his mouth when he was drunk.

“After taking a good long swig of whiskey and rubbing his rabbit's foot over his face several times, Edgar thought that a breath of fresh cool air might help awaken him.  He walked out on Hatchet's back porch, pulled a wooden match from the dark brown ribbon circling his pork pie hat, pulled the match from under his front teeth to strike it and lighted a cigar.  

“It was then he saw the young girl coming in from the back fields.  Walking with determination as if she had someplace important to go, Edgar saw how she clasped a long stringer of brim fish in her left hand.  It hung low down by her side, the fish almost dragging in the dirt.  She wore a pair of men's jeans too large for her small frame, cuffs rolled high over her bare, dusty feet and frayed red galluses holding up the waist.  A man's green plaid shirt with the sleeves pushed up over her dark brown arms were stuffed tightly into the pants.  A tattered straw hat covered her face.  Edgar thought to himself, "She sure must stay out in the sun quite a bit.  Look at them smooth, dark arms.

“But as the girl came closer to the house, Edgar noticed her face was just as bronzed as her arms.  He wondered, "Is she Mexican?  What's she doing here?  Cotton pickin' won't begin for a while.  Oh, yeah.  I remember one of the men mentioning Hatchet had a squaw woman.  Surely, this good looking young girl ain't shacking up with that ugly bastard."

“Edgar stood with his cigar hanging loosely in his mouth and squinted to get a better look.  The girl dropped the stringer of fish on the grass next to the well, drew up a bucket of water and then removed the straw hat.  She took a long slow drink from the gourd dipper and ignored him completely.  ‘Now, I know she must see me here staring at her.’ 

“The girl threw the remainder of the water over the fish and pulled a long, sharp butcher knife from the inside of her shirt.  He watched as she cleaned all the fish, gutting and scaling them with precision and accuracy.  The scales flew into her face and caught in her long black hair, shining like rain droplets in the early morning sun.  

“Edgar knew he should stop staring, should get back to the game inside the house.  His nonsense was telling him to be leery of this young girl.  But he could not bring himself to tear his gaze from her.

“After drawing another bucket of water, she pulled her shirt out of the pants, took the red handkerchief that was tied to her shirttail, wet it, washed her face, neck and hands.  She then bent over and poured several dippers pull of water over her head, shaking her hair to remove the fish scales.  It was only after she had taken another drink, squished the water around in her mouth and spat it towards the back porch that Edgar was able to break the spell her appearance had cast on him.

“As he flipped the butt of his cigar into a washtub sitting on the porch, he felt a chill down his back that tingled into his boots as if someone was walking on his grave, his mother used to say.  Adjusting his hat, he hurriedly went back into the house, letting the screen door slam behind him.”
That's when Edgar first sees Cloud.  So when Hatchet, who owed Edgar a hundred dollars in gambling debts, decided that he would give Cloud in lieu of the money, Edgar took her.  

And another reason Hatchet got rid of Cloud is because she was -- she had turned 15.  He was trying to sexually abuse her, and she had taken her butcher knife that she used to clean her fish and cut his throat a little bit.  So there was another reason he wanted to get rid of her.

What happens after this, after Cloud moves in with Edgar, there is a young man named Levi who lives across the field from her who has one arm.  And he had just gotten back from World War II and had lost his arm in a ginning accident after he returned from the war.  So the townspeople said that he probably had been doing something really bad with the European women.  That's why he lost his arm.  But Levi ends up falling in love with Cloud and teaching her how to read and write.  And then the story goes on from there and on from there.  

And as I tell people, when they ask me, "What's your Indian name?" I say, "Buy my books."

[laughter]
The comments that I have gotten on this book from men and women -- and there are some redeeming men in the book.  They’re some redeeming women.  But the comments that I have gotten, which I -- one from my mother, who, by the way, is white.  My dad is Cherokee, or he was.  He passed the spirit this last year.  But my mother loves Danielle Steele.  And she said, "I really like your book.  I read it twice.  It doesn't have as much sex as Danielle Steele's books, but it's better."  So that was the nicest compliment I could have gotten from anyone.  

And most people say they find it hard to put down.  And to me, that's a very, very good compliment because everything is so fast paced any more, people just don't spend as much time reading books as they used to.  So I was very excited about that.

The reason it's called “The Diamond Doorknob,” to go full circle back to the beginning, is that my granddad had a glass doorknob on this little tarpaper shack that he lived in.  And certain times of day during the summer, the sun would hit that glass doorknob, and it would make a prism.  So people called him the Indian man with the diamond doorknob.  So that's where the title comes from.

I can do one of two things now.  I can answer questions.  I can read a little bit more, or -- I don't sing and dance, at least not in public.  But I am open to comments or questions or anything.  Yes.

Female Speaker:

[Inaudible].

MariJo Moore:  

Oh, yes, I am always working on something.  I am working on the sequel to this novel because I keep -- everybody keeps emailing me and writing and calling and say, "All right, what's happening?  What's happening next?"  And the sequel will be set in North Carolina starting in 1950.  So it's going to take some research, too.  And I'm excited about that.  

I am also working on a nonfiction book with a Lakota man which has -- it's called “Fire Without End.”  And it has to do with indigenous thinking versus quantum physics.  So that's going to take a lot of research, too.  But what we're doing is taking a lot of cultural stories and ideas and prophecies, and working them into the book so… 

I'm always working on something, always.  I'm not one of those writers that gets up in the morning and writes from eight to 12:00 and then takes a break.  I let the writing find me.  I mean, I've been known to, you know, get up in the middle of the night and write.  But I don't write and drive any more.  That didn't work, so I don't do that any more.  After a couple of tickets and a couple of bent fenders, I quit doing that.

[laughter]

Any other questions?  Yes.

Male Speaker:  

What do you like most about highly successful [inaudible] who you are?

MariJo Moore:  

You know, I just turned 52, and after explaining menopause to my son -- I have one son  -- I kind of -- there's nothing really I don't like, you know, I mean, about being who I am.  I wish that I had more exposure and the opportunity to have more exposure so I could help more American Indian writers because there are so many, especially in the Southeast, that don't have the opportunity.  

What do I like most?  Getting, getting letters and e-mails from people who, who say, "Your writing inspired me to write.  Your writing helped me deal with something."  I consider my writing as a gift.  And to me, a gift is something that should be shared.  

It took me years to get to the point to where I would even show anyone my writing.  I was afraid that they would say, "You didn't write this," or "You did write it, and it's not good," or "You did write it, and it is good."  And then they'd expect me to do something else.  So when I got to the realization that I have to write or I'm going to stagnate regardless of whether anyone reads it or not, I accepted the fact that writing is healing.

Yes.

Female Speaker:  

[Inaudible].

MariJo Moore:

A professor.  I attended Tennessee State University, which is historically a black college in Nashville, Tennessee, on a minority scholarship.  And I had a professor who was like this tall.  And she had a Ph.D. in German, African American woman.  And she was originally from Atlanta.  And she had gotten her degree when she was still made to ride at the back of the bus.  

I saw her fortitude and her determination.  And she saw something in me, maybe that strength to survive.  And she kept saying, "MariJo, you've got to write for your people.  You've got to write for your people."  And she introduced me to the works of Toni Morrison and [inaudible].  And I have always wanted to do for American Indian women what Toni Morrison has done for African American women and that's give them a voice and give them a place in the literary realm.  She encouraged me.

And you'll notice I have a long dress on.  Even after ten years of reading and doing, I always wear a dress so you can't see my knees shake.  And when I tell young writers, you know, I do that, the boys look at me like, “What?  What?”  And I say, "Well, you know, just stand behind a podium, I guess."

But I feel so responsible for my writing in that -- well, let me just put it this way.  There have been so many times that books have helped me get through hard times or good times or whatever.  And that's basically what I wanted with my book.  

I actually started my own publishing company.  It's called Renegade Planets Publishing.  And the name came from my mother who, bless her heart, she's wonderful, but she's dippy.  She loves astrology.  And she called me one day, back when I had started this company, back in 1995, and she said, "Everything's crazy.  The planets are in renegade."  I said, "Don't you mean retrograde?"  She said, "Well, hell, they're going backwards."  So I thought, okay, Renegade Planets.  And it took me five years to tell her where the name came from.  And she said, "Well, that was kind of like a backhanded compliment, right?"  And I said, "Yes, ma'am, it was."

But people think because I'm Indian, I know something about the stars and all -- you know, I just say, "Buy my books."  You know, read them.

But I'm really happy to say that I've gotten to the point now where my plastic wampum, as some of you know as Visa and MasterCard, has gotten to the point where I actually have been able to publish another Indian writer.  I just published a book called “Please Do Not Touch the Indians,” which is a play in book form by Joseph Dandurand, who lives in British Columbia, who is from the Kwantlen tribe.  And there's only 150 members of his tribe left.  So I was very honored to be able to publish this book.  So -- and that's my goal, to keep going and help other Indian people get published and do some more anthologies, especially young Indian people, because it's such a self-esteem boost to see your writing being published and to know that people are actually reading it, whether they like it or not.

Female Speaker:  

You talked about trying to be a mentor and helping [unintelligible] writers.  Can you talk a little bit about some of the upcoming [unintelligible] writers [unintelligible].

MariJo Moore:

Yes, uh-huh.  Well, Joseph Dandurand, for one.  And there's a young Lakota man in South Dakota called -- his name is Joel Waters, who is one of the best poets I have ever, ever read.  I'm trying to encourage him to put together a book.  It's just getting past that idea that nobody cares, you know, that nobody -- because we all can't be on the bestseller list.  And we all can't be successful mystery writers or whatever.  And there's nothing wrong with that because there's a place for everybody. But my main concern with getting Indians to write is that that will help reduce the stereotyping.  It will also give people the opportunity to read books by Indians and not about Indians, which there's a huge difference, a huge difference.

There are several young people on the Cherokee reservation who are very, very talented artists -- well, every nation in the United States has someone who is talented who is just waiting to have the opportunity to share their work.  And most of the time, all they need is exactly what I needed, somebody to say, "Do it.  Just do it," you know?  "Just do what you can do and don't worry about the outcome."  So that's the main thing of being a mentor, is just giving someone permission.

I think we can all write because I think it's healing. Because a lot of time when there are thoughts going around in your mind, and you can't seem to make them connect, if you'll sit down and start writing, get past the B.S., as my Cherokee uncle says, and get down to the real meat of what's going on inside you, I think you'll be amazed at -- and I know all of you obviously are readers and writers.  Haven't you just opened a book and at one time read something that you just really needed to know at that time that helped you?  I mean, to me, that's the magic of the written word.  And coming from a culture that has oral traditions, it's kind of a leap.  

But it's like I tell the young people that I work with, we live in today's society.  You know?  There's -- now there are things that should never be written down and should only be passed on orally and to those who are responsible that have to do with ceremonies and things like that.  But there's so much that, that needs to be told from the Indian point of view, that's not being written.  And I just believe that if we keep encouraging our youth and our elders to write, that eventually, we'll have a place in the literary mainstream that we just don't have today.

Yes.

Female Speaker:  

[Inaudible].

MariJo Moore:

Am I what?

Female Speaker:  

[Inaudible].

MariJo Moore:

Yeah.  I know who -- uh-huh, I know her.  She's done extremely well.  But -- but she's Ojibwa.  She's way up there, and I'm down in the South.  Although I did have this Indian man from Washington, D.C. call me last week, and he says, "Well, you don't talk like an Indian."  I said, "I talk like a Southern Indian."  What do you want me to do, you know?  
[laughter]
But yeah, she's a wonderful writer.  She -- Leslie Marmon Silko, Paula Gunn Allen, Joy Harjo.  But again, we need people from -- well, Kimberly Roppolo is a name to keep in mind.  She is Creek, Choctaw and Chickasaw.  And she's originally from Texas.  And she just moved to Canada to teach up there.  She is Dr. Kimberly Roppolo now.  And she is now head of the Wordcraft Circle of Native Writers and Storytellers since Dr. Lee Francis passed the spirit.  But I'm hoping to help her publish a book in the next year.  And she's definitely a name to watch.

There's -- like I said, we all can't be on the bestseller list.  We all can't write a book a month.  I don't know how those people do that.  But we all should have the opportunity to have our voices heard.  And that's mainly -- and in this novel, you get to hear two sides of the story.  You get to hear the people who have racism against them, but you also get to hear the people who were taught racism.  So and it gives you an idea of where it comes from, because racism is taught.  You're not born being racist.  It's taught.  

And this, of course, is set back in the ’20s through the ’40s when it was just -- it was a common thing.  I mean, there are words in here that are probably offensive to people today.  And I covered that in my author's note, that you have to consider the timeframe.  But if you don't know where all this stuff came from, how are you going to know that it's not right, or what's acceptable and what isn't?  And I won't get into all this political correctness thing.

And I do want to say that I am here to support the arts and to hopefully open the door for more American Indian writers, especially those who have had not had the opportunities that I have had.  So I thank you again.  Any more questions?  I think we have a few minutes left.

Yes.

Female Speaker:

[Inaudible].

MariJo Moore:

I'm sorry.  I didn't hear you.

Female Speaker:

[Inaudible].

MariJo Moore:

Good question.  She asked me if I ever run into bouts of writer's block.  I don't believe in writer's block.  I've had lots of conversations and arguments with other writers.  I believe in incubation.  If I am not writing, I'm doing some kind of art, or I'm painting something.  I'm always doing something creatively.  But no, I believe in incubation.  If it's not time for that writing to come out, it's not going to come.  And if I sit down and try to make it come, it looks like a master's thesis or something I didn't want to write.  So no, I don't believe in writers block.

Yes.

Ceni Myles:

[Inaudible].

MariJo Moore:

I'm sorry?

Ceni Myles:

[Inaudible].

MariJo Moore:

Can you come up here?

Ceni Myles:  

I just want to let everyone know that the Museum of the American Indian just opened last week.  We had a small gathering on the Mall. . And I work in the [unintelligible].  We have a monthly Native [unintelligible] series.  So I know that the plan is to bring MariJo back to us [unintelligible].  But again, you know, check out our Web site.  Again [unintelligible] offer a monthly performance series as well as a monthly Native filmmakers series.  So again, [inaudible] ongoing program [inaudible].

MariJo Moore:

Okay.  I'm going to close with a poem.  I'm working on a new book of poetry called “Confessions of a Mad Woman.”  And my mad woman is my creative self.  And this one, I'm sure a lot of you can relate to, especially writers.  "I Think I'm Losing My Mind” [this poems format may differ from the poet’s original format.]
I can see it, stretching out before me, 

reaching into somewhere next week, 

then leaping back into last year or the year before, 

trying to change things, trying to analyze things, 

trying to plot a way out of today 

and the sullen misery contained therein.

My mind is like a wild bird 

floating with the greatest ease for a while, 

stopping to rest in a tree of thoughts, 

then falling, falling downward, 

heading straight for the hard earth, 

forgetting, yes, forgetting it can fly, 

forgetting that it was made to fly.  

Scream, I tell it.  Scream.  

Scream like the hawk and split open the sky.  

Slice the dark night into shreds of stars.  

Scream.  But my mind won't scream.  

It is too busy looking for a way out, 

a way to get away from me, 

from my thoughts, confusing thoughts.  

Am I too white?  Am I too dark?  

Do I fit in anywhere?  

Would a number make me whole?  

Who really gives a damn?  

I think I'm losing my mind.  

And it's not that I have misused it.  

More likely, it has misused me.  

And now it wants to get away from me.  

It wants to be lost.  Maybe just for a little while.  

Maybe forever.  Maybe not at all.  

How can I know what my mind wants 

when I think I am losing my mind?  

Perhaps I shouldn't think so much. 

Thank you.  Thank you.

[applause]

[music]

[end of transcript]

